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Hypehouse 


Author's Notes: 
My first fic here please be patient, will not be a serious story more like a shitpost if anything (also you don't 
have to be patient you can yell at me it's okay) 


Yes decided to move into a Hypehouse. It was a sizeable mansion with a sprawling green property. Chris and 
Jon were the two who picked it out. There were only four bedrooms but there were like three bathrooms, a 


large living area, some recreational rooms, as well as a hearth so they decided fuck it, let's move in. 

Bruford was very straightforward about which room he wanted and he was not willing to share. 

Chris wanted the master bedroom which was fine, as each bedroom was pretty large anyway, the only 
difference with the master bedroom is that it had access to a master bathroom and he needed the bathtub 


for his personal soak. 


"| wouldn't mind sharing a room with someone," Jon said, "I am quite small." 


"Yes you can live in my closet," Rick joked, "set you up with a dog bed and a small bag of assorted nuts." 


"You could room with me :3" Steve said, clutching his hand-bag, his suitcases, and his approximately 3,000 
guitars. 

"Oh | thought we already had sorted that me and Rick were going to room together in one of the wings, l-" 
Jon began. 

"Oh. But | thought we could- well, we could room together and stay up late at night writing songs together ;-;" 
"You wot? You could've mentioned this earlier," Rick snapped. 


Chris walked up, "We aren't already fighting are we?" 


"Nar," Jon said, "l really don't mind who | room with- | love my frands." 


"I have a brilliant idear," Chris suddenly said, grasping his bass, "We could always have you close yer eyes and 
spin round about thirty seconds and then we could have you- er wander wherever your heart naturally leads 


you." 


"That literally makes no sense.” Bill said, sitting on the stairs with his legs crossed. 


"No that's perfect," Jon disagreed, already preparing to spin around the guitar like a child at a birthday party, 
"this way my heart can decide who | should room with~" 

"We should just stuff you in the freezer," Bill muttered. 

‘Oi watch your mouth," said Chris. Then he turned to Jon and gave him the go ahead to start spinning with his 
eyes closed until he was dizzy-sick. 


"Weeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" 


He stumbled around with his eyes closed looking a bit like (-O-) and Rick just hip-checked Steve into the floor 
and so it was decided then that Jon, tripping over Howe and landing against Rick, would room with the wizard 
himself. 


"That was positively stupid- | told you," Bruford said. 

"No it was perfect because | really wanted to room with Rick anyway," Jon admitted, opening his eyes. 

"Yes let's take the room with the big window facing the mountains. It's big enough for two mattresses and also 
you like a bit of nature spotting, don't you?" Then they both hopped up the foyer's staircase with their 
luggage bouncing upon each step. Bruford followed since he already knew where he'd stay and he wasn't 
carrying much and he was honestly ready to hop upon his previously-delivered mattress and scroll memes on 


his phone. 


Chris nodded, "Well that's settled then, cmon Steve you get to have the room with the really nice baseboard 
and high ceiling." 
"Oh word," Said Steve, getting up. 


Later after setting up their respective living spaces, they were meandering in the upstairs living room, more 
like a television room perhaps, sans the television because a group of hippies really had no use for one anyway. 
There was also an epic mini fridge that had some beers. On top was a treasure chest with all of the ~weed~ 
in it. Jon was already rolling a house warming joint at the table. He was stuffing that sploink full of green, as 
he should 


Chris walked out, his hair wet from bathing, "The bathrub is really nice it is, | can nearly fit my whole 7 foot 
body in it" 

"That's great, fishums." 

"0i | see you're rolling a dooby-licious already- come let's take it into the kitchen in case we get the 
munchers," he winked. 

"Did you pack the refridgerator with everything we need already?" 

"Yessssss come see," He scooped Jon up and carried him on his shoulders carefully down the stairs and into 
the vast kitchen where Rick was already crouching on a stool next to the counter and discretely munching on 


some ham. 


"RICK," Jon shouted, hopping onto the floor, "you have to put that away, what if steve sees it? You know how 
he gets when he senses meat." 

Rick swallowed the rest of the ham slice, "Aw shit, well | think he's taking a nap anyway. The refridgerator is 
looking very sad to me." 

Chris opened it up- it was a very big fridge that had two doors. Inside was a lot of lettuce, carrots, tofu, 
some bread which really needed to be in a bread box, as Bruford insisted earlier, and other green vittles fit 
for a rabbit to eat. 


"Mmm coocumber." Chris said. 


‘Oh Jon you already rolling a phatty?" Rick said, pointing to the finished doober in Jon's hand. It was a very 
massive doober and Jon wiggled his eyebrows and clambered onto a stool and began explaining: "You see, | got 
this from my dealer, and curiously he told me its strain is called Starship Trooper and | figured, ‘wow that 
should really get me high' because starships are spacey, aren't they?" 

Chris scratched his head, "Starship Trooper? You think that's named after our song? Our song that goes by 
the same name?" 

Jon looked into the distance for | and a half seconds and went, "Oooococcc0000000h, yeah. Yeah. Yeah that 


sounds about right, what a curious concidence huh?" 


"Did you forget- nevermind," Rick said, eyeing up that sploinky doinky mcfunky wunky jointy. Chris opened a 
window and that was cue to start smoking the absolute shit out of the boinky woinky oingo boingo jointo. The 
three of them huddled around the joint and Chris commented, "You know, this is the first smoke of our new 
hypehouse adventure." 


"Its actually my third joint of the day.” Jon said. 


The three of them got comfortably stoned and lounged around the kitchen. Jon had the bright idea to make 
tea because tea and weed was a great combination and of course one of the first additions to their kitchen 


was a kettle. 


"Hey what's that" Chris said flatly, pointing on top of the cabinets. 

‘lunno, | can't see that far up you know that, fish." Jon said sleepily. 

Rick stood on tip-toes though he didn't really have to, "Its a guitar? Whut the hell.” 

Chris jumped a bit and tried grabbing at it- it took a few clumsy tries before he decided to put on his gogo 
boots and try again, with the added few inches. He brought it down, "Oi it looks like one of Steve's lutes. 
Whyever was it up there?" he smelled the lute, "Yes indeedy, it is Steve's. Whut? _____. " He inspected it with 


his shrew-like eyes. 


took another hit of the bloshinsky. 


"Oi please, out the window," Chris said in a serious tone, still holding the medieval lute. He was very insistent on 
keeping the hypehouse as tidy as possible; he didn't want it to be like other hypehouses because he despised 
Jake Paul and other hypemen with a passion. He wasn't like that- he was fancy. 


The three sat in happy silence, admiring the lute. They decided not to touch it any more in case Steve saw 
their fingerprints on it and got angry; after all, it was a lute from the l4th century by the looks of it. They 
just left it out in the open so that he'd remember he left it on top of the cereal cabinet probably in a stoned 


haze. 


Though, it wouldn't be the last time they stumbled across a strange occurence like this. It certainly would not 


be the last. 


Chris squire was like —______. and Jon was like QuO and Rick was like O______ 0 as they sat around high 
and Rick whipped out his iPhone5 and tried sharing a video called Cringe Complilation #83 but the other two 
weren't having it. 


~| hope you liked this story and are awaiting more perhaps the hypehouse gets haunted or raided by the 
marines i dont know~ 


~lm not high while writing this i promise though i shall be high while writing this in the future almost 
definitely ~ 


Steve has something To share 


Steve and Jon were at the Hypehouse alone. Rick and Chris went to go buy some other highly needed items for 
their house like a fire extinguisher and some towels and whatnot. Bill went with them because he was bored. 
This left Steve and Jon alone but not without their own duty; which was to think of an actual, defined grocery 
list that would make up the essentials for their weekly shopping. Rick insisted on it because he was sick of 
having to eat kale straight out of the bag. He said he'd buy his own meat and keep it far away from the 
others but he just could not live off of a rabbit's diet. 


Steve and Jon were sitting on the floor with a notepad in front of them. 


"We should go through our food groups. We already have the fruits and veggies~" Jon began, thinking about 
the bounty of nature that was sitting in the fridge. He had sourced them straight from the earth itself while 


Steve was more of a Wholefoods stan. 


Steve, who was high, nodded, "That's the biggest food group then | believe the second biggest is grains. Not 
processed grain though, | refuse to eat white bread it just turns to sugar in the body. Also you know, the 
farmers spray pesticides all over the crop and that sinks into the food which in turn, when you eat it, goes 


into your blood and never leaves. <:s" 


"True," Jon wrote down "THE DARKEST WHEAT BREAD, ORGANIc. DARKEST WHEAT CRACKERS (for our 


hummus u3u)" 


"There's this amazing place called Wholefoods, | don't know if you've heard of it Jon but I'm assuming you 
have," Steve said again, popping off, "it's this great place with an amazing section of organic foods; problem is, 


it's a bit pricy." 


"Steve." Jon said, taking a hit of their shared bongo woingo that they keep secret from the others because 
its Steve's bong and he refuses to share it with anyone other than Jon. "Steve, everyone knows Wholefoods 
now." 


"Oh okay s" 


"Anyway we could use some easy breakfasts, maybe raisin bran cereal-" 
yway M y 


"| have a favorite breakfast cereal. Its what we call porridge, but you call it oatmeal. That to me is the most 
rewarding and delicious cereal. Obviously if you get it out of a packet and put it in a microwave, then forget it, 
its rubbish. If you go to a health store and get some organic oatmeal, | would buy the small one, not the big 
things. Who needs giant oatmeal? Scary! Let's have normal-size oatmeal. If you want to do it the Steve Howe 
way, it's one cup of oatmeal, one cup of water and one cup of milk, and that gives it a nice creamy texture. 
Don't put sugar in it, on it, or anywhere near the kitchen table. Through all sugar in the rubbish bin 
immediately and then stop eating sugar and you'll actually get to taste things, like | can. | don't eat sugar, 
haven't eaten it in ID years, maybe. And that allows me to really taste things. Believe me: Everything with 


sugar in it tastes like sugar. So that's my favorite cereal. To make it better, get an organic banana. Bananas 


have to be organic, because everything they spray on bananas goes right through the skin and into the food 
and you're eating pesticides.” 


Jon watched Steve orate his love for oatmeals and he nodded, writing down, "Buy organic oatmeal grains THE 
SMALL ONES" and nodded then he crossed out "CANDY" from the list because if Steve caught scent of sugary 


sweets he'd go ballistic. 


"Wow Steve.. that was really interesting. | never knew that about you. Thank you for sharing," Jon said with 
absolute sincerity, grabbing Steve's hand and loving the fact that his friend was so willing to open up to him 
about his inner desires for organic breakfast grains. 


"Aw thank you Jon" Steve grimaced happily. 


He kept grimacing and after a few moments he said, "Can we share a secret kiss?" 

"What?" 

"Well | figure since we- we like writing and sharing our music together we could share something more- more 
personal and our own" 

"You figure | should kiss you?" 

"| surmised it." 

"Is that not gay?" 

"HAhal YOu totally fell for it-" Steve said nervously, sitting up, "| was totally just kidding. It was a test to see 
whether or not you were gay ahahah" 

"You know I'm not gay, Steve." 


"Ehhhhhhh errr haha it was just a joke :S" 


He suddenly got up and awkwardly shuffled off into his room and closed the door. He took his bong with. Jon 
shrugged and continued writing on the list. He was used to Steve acting weird and he thought it was charming. 
He kind of had to tolerate his idiosyncrasies if they were to write epic ballads together. 


The Lads Play Minecraft 


Author's Notes: 
Rick wants everyone to join his Minecraft realm 


Everyone owned a laptop and nobody had a mac so everybody could download Minecraft. Rick already had 
Minecraft, in fact it was one of his favorite games and he encouraged the others to play as well 


Bruford grinned wryly, "Minecraft, eh? | used to play that back in the day, actually.” 

"Oh well done." 

Chris piped up, waving around a jointy splointy that Steve rolled and had already smoked half of (he was sitting 
on a stool by the kitchen island staring into space). "I love Minecraft! Steve have you played Minecraft 
before?" 

"Not really...” 

"Jon?" 

"No but I'd love to play with all of you~ it sounds fun, do you mine and craft?" 

"Yes you mine and you craft, you can also build. You can also fight monsters and explore," Rick went on 


passionately. 


Rick urged the rest of the Yes crew to download Minecraft and join his realm. Chris and Bill joined immediately 
but Steve and Jon had trouble joining it because they were slightly noobish; Steve did reassure Rick that he 
used to play around 2012 but stopped because he didn't like survival mode, and when he did survival mode on 
public servers he kept getting griefed and it made him stop playing. 


Finally everyone joined the realm. There was nothing yet, as Rick was very excited to start from scratch. 
Rick's skin was a wizard that resembled him, because of course it was. Immediately Jon's default Minecraft 
Steve avatar was seen jumping around and spastically spinning and almost running off a cliff and into a ravine; 
he screamed. 

Chris had a cool skin and it was clear it was made recently. It seemed to be an enderman wearing sick clothes 


or something; "Don't ask," Chris said. 


Bruford's skin was an e-boy and Steve's skin was a kawaii anime boy but looked kind of crappy. 
"|I made it myself," he explained, "back in 2012- whatever. It took hours." 
"| like it," Jon reassured him. 


"Yeah it's really cool," Bill added. 
Steve went *U* all happy-like. 


‘Okay, well, get to business boys," Rick said, immediately taking to mining. 
"Let me build the house!" Chris exclaimed, his avatar already setting down a crafting table, "I'm a really good 


builder, I've made castles and things." 
Jon's avatar was still spazzing out and he finally did fall into the ravine that Rick was already digging down into. 
He screamed and died. He respawned and he sighed in relief, "Sorry, | didn't know we reincarnate." 


Steve gently told Jon to stop screaming so loud, as it was bothering him. He wasn't in a yelling mood today. 


"Can | be in charge of the food?" Steve asked, peering over his computer at Rick. Rick, without looking up as he 
was busy crafting a stone sword, said, "Yeah! l'm already close to starving, if you make some bread just throw 
it down the ravine alright?" 

Steve smiled and immediately began beating the shit out of the grass. 

"Why are you doing that?!" Jon yelped. 

"This is how you get seeds, right," Steve explained gently, showing Jon his screen and the seeds in his 
inventory, "you plant these seeds- oh | need a hoe- anyway you plant these seeds in hoed dirt, with water- a 
water source, and then you wait a while and it turns into wheat. Then you harvest the wheat and make bread. 
There are other things like carrots too, and potatos; pumpkins and melons." 

Bill looked over to Steve, grinning kindly, "Want me to explore and see if | can't find us melons and things? 
Maybe | will get lucky and find a jungle biome." 

"You're going to wander before I've even found my first iron?" Rick asked, "good luck then, keep inventory isn't 


on. 


"lll just write down the coordinates and go a bit-" 
"Help me buiiiiilld!" Chris sang, hopping his avatar up to Bill's and throwing a bunch of wooden planks at his feet. 
"We need bedrooms for everyone.” 


"Then we need beds. Imma kill some sheep, I'll be back though!" 


Chris put down a bunch of furnaces and crafting tables on some wooden planks, indicating the start of the 
house he'd be building. He said he likes to build outwards. Rick said he would come back with some coal but he 
was having too much fun mining and was going to try and find a mineshaft. 


Jon was flailing around again, not knowing what to do. He ended up learning how to pick flowers but kept 
throwing them with "q" because he didn't know how to place them. 

"You can't place them," Steve explained, hoeing a bunch of dirt, "you need a flower pot. You need clay." 

"How do | get clay?" 

"Stop throwing them, Jon-" 

"m giving them to youl” 

"They are in my inventory- they're clogging the inventory, but thank you | do like these big pink ones actually. 
You can place those, the big ones | mean" 

"Really?" Jon ditched the idea for clay, for now, to go place the rosebushes and the lilac and the sunflowers. 


"You can place small flowers | thought," Rick said, still mining. "Just saying.” 

Before it got dark, Rick decided to come back up the stairway he made down the ravine and dump everything 
he had mined into a chest, smelting the rest that needed to be smelted. He was starving and on three hearts, 
"Where's the bread? Steve? Anyway, you can place any flower." 


"oh," steve said, "| guess that's new." 
"I think it's always been that way?" Bruford said, using the coal to make torches and placing the torches next 
to Steve's farm. 


"Oh. | don't know T~T" Steve said. 


Jon spammed flowers everywhere, enjoying himself. "What's that?" his avatar stopped and he clicked towards 


the distance. 


"| dunno, describe it," Rick said, coming up with a sword, "Oh shit Jon, run away that's a bloody creeper." 
Jon laughed- "A-w hat?! A creeper?" 

"DONT LET HM NEAR MY FARM!" 

"Hehhehe" Bruford chuckled from where he was getting shot at by a skeleton while he tried desperately to 


craft a few beds from the wool he collected earlier. 


"What's that one?" 

It's nearing nighttime, these are monsters- Jon, get away from it. Creepers explode." 

"Why?" 

"WHAT DO YOU MEAN WHY," Rick shouted playfully, hitting the creeper and baiting it. It blew up, killing Jon and 
sparing Rick due to his full iron armor that he already had, all for himself, while everyone else was naked still. 
"WAS THAT NEAR MY FARM?" 

"Nah mate the farm's fine. You need me to make you a bucket to carry water?" Bill asked. 

"Yiss." 


Bruford jumped into the base that now had walls and a door but no ceiling. It was.. quaint. It was kind of shitty, 
but Chris had a nice idea to put cobblestone around the base of the house- bricks would be better but they 
weren't at that stage yet. "We got any food yet?" he asked while crafting a singular bucket. 

"Haha- no." Rick said. 

Bill coyly cooked some steak from the cows he slaughtered and ate it, giving some to Rick who needed it for 
his mining. "Well, we should coax some animals over for the farm- ugh we need fences and everything. Maybe 
Jon should do that, he might like it” 

"Should do what?" Jon said, leaping around outside far away from the others and getting shot to death by a 
skeleton. "By the way, don't you know that if you die you reincarnate with full meat legs and hearts? It's kind 
of cheating." 

"Yeah if your inventory is empty- anyway, Jon, once we have wheat how do you feel about getting some 


sheep for the base? | only made three beds- Chris has ‘em he's going to make us some bedrooms." 


"Can | smelt the stone to make some nice bricks?" Chris asked Rick. 
"Uh yeah what else is the stone for?" 


"That's awesome." 


"The wheat is going to take a long time to grow." Steve said quietly, "uhh.. | am so overwhelmed ;~;" He put 
his head in his hands and leaned back to grab his glass of water and drink some. 


"That's alright, I'll help collect water with the bucket," Bruford reassured him. 


"| don't have a bucket." 

Rick interjected, "It's in the chest, dear- | made another one- Bill go grab it, Imma go mining some more, 
maybe find a mineshaft. When the farm's all watered and irrigated, go find a village and nab their things, 
alright?" 


"There are villages?!" Jon said excitedly, still jumping around now in the inside of the base, wondering which 
cube that Chris was building would be his bedroom. He wanted to have grass for a floor, he told Chris that 
and the Fish said, "Uhh okay, | guess this space is yours then, Jon, I'll just build the walls and keep the ground 
as is." 


"Perfect-" he immediately started placing flowers. 


Jon waltzed out of his shitty bedroom, "Steve, why are you staring at the floor?" 

"Wh-" Steve turned to Jon, showing both of his idle hands, “I'm not even- l'm just waiting for night to end, Jon 
I'm not staring at the- ????" 

"Oh okay.” 

"Steve, why don't you help me build your room? You can be in the upstairs, | think that's where most of us 
are going to sleep except Jon because he wants.. grass as a floor." 


"Okay 3" 


The building continued until daytime came again. Jon died two more times at night, trying to fight zombies with 
a wooden sword. He wanted to come with Rick mining, to see what it was like, and the latter man accepted the 
challenge, "Fine, but try not to die." 

Jon dug straight down into lava and died. "Whoops *—**" 


Steve and Bill finished irrigating the small farm and Bill went to go find a village. Steve decided to build a few 
fences and fence gates for whatever animals Bill could coax back if he wanted to, though they really wanted 
Jon to do it because for the moment he wasn't doing anything except dying and standing in front of Rick 
whenever he was mining something, which resulted in Jon's default Minecraft Steve avatar being struck by the 


pickaxe. 


"Why don't you take these torches and place them for me when it gets dark, huh?" Rick said. 

"Okay." 

Chris peered over at Rick's screen and yelled, "DIAM0000000000000000000000000000000000000000-" 
"That's lapis lazuli you ballbag." 

‘Oh, I'm sorry for getting everyone excited." 


Steve was building cute lamppost type things around his farm so that no monsters would come at nighttime. 
He also began planting the pumpkins that Bruford gave him, remembering to leave some space for them to 


grow. He was very diligent and concentrated, but would sometimes become nervous that there'd be a creeper 


behind him. 


"So like, why can't we get armor?" Jon asked Rick. 


"You can make your own armor, there's enough iron probably. Just save them for tools- also no more 


buckets. Don't make a bucket by accident, please, Jon 

"Can | get some armor?" 

"Jon, make your own goddamn armor." 

"GEEEEEZ JON" Bruford said with clenched teeth, jokingly, "Make your own armor! Wait- do you even know 
how?" 


"No. My crafting table is only 2 by 2!" 


‘It's four squares T_T" Jon murmured distastefully. 

"Bruh use a crafting table," Rick said, plopping his down, "right-click on it." 

Jon punched the crafting table- "2" 

"RIGHT-CLICK" 

"Oh my god, would you look at that," Jon said, pleased with himself. 

"For fuck's sake," Bruford said with a large grin on his face. Steve leaned over to see where Bill was exploring 
and he pointed at the screen, "Is that a jungle biome?" 

‘It sure is, | hope there's melon and chocolate." 


That gave Steve an idea to start a plot for melons and a wall of wood for the cocoa which kept him busy and 


happy. 
Jon fucking died of being picked to death by Rick because he stood in front of him again. "For fuck's sake, Jon" 


They had a wonderful time playing Minecraft for a bit before they got hungry and needed to refuel 

themselves on vegetables and fresh air. Rick wanted to show the others a Cringe Complilation video he had 
saved on his YouTube account but nobody wanted to see it and they all dispersed from the room- Chris to 
take a bath, Jon and Steve to mull over music ideas, and Bruford to read a new issue of his jazz magazine. 


Rick watched the cringe compilation, alone. 


Minecraft saga to be continued” ~~ 


